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(dalem), which are themselves, those who live within the palace;
and the " outsiders " (d/aba), the common people. From the
point of view of the great majority of the Balinese, this is a fallacy,
since it is the nobility who are the real outsiders. The feudalism
of the Hindu aristocracy was curiously only superimposed on the
Balinese patriarchal communism, and centuries of feudal rule
have failed to do away with the closed independence of the village
communities. Thus the nobility is left devoid of voice where it
concerns the inner affairs of the community, despite the Punga-
was and Perbekels they appoint to keep an eye on the villagers.

THE   ORGANIZATION   OF   THE   VILLAGE

One moonlight night the " tock tock " of a kulkul attracted us
towards the temple of the wind-swept, ancient town of Kinta-
mani, on the rim of the foggy crater of the Batur. On the road
we joined an old man carrying a torch who informed us they were
calling the village members to the monthly meeting in the bale
agung, the " great house/' the council hall of the community. It
was a long shed with a raised platform running along its entire
length and with a thick thatch of sugar-palm fibre, faintly lit by a
primitive oil lamp. There sat the village Elders, cross-legged, in
two rows facing each other, talking quietly, each in his allotted
place and carefully avoiding the empty seats of those who had not
yet arrived. Slowly the platform filled up. When everybody was
present, the old headman of the council called the roll while two
assistants went around with flashlights to see that everybody was
properly dressed: wearing the ceremonial breast-cloth, and a kris.
Thus the Elders of the old villages like Kintamani meet at each
full moon to partake of a ceremonial banquet in the company of
their gods. The assistants distributed the food from a large bas-
ket, placing a heap of parched rice with a ring of beans around it
in front of each man, served by a specified ritual number of hand-
fuls. After the distribution of food was over, the oldest member
sat at the extreme end of the bale agung in an attitude of prayer
and recited a rousing speech to invite the ancestral spirits, the